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==-SFRAIGHT-ARROW—=— 
POINTS OF A HORSE Cattle, Sheep, Deer, or any other grazing animal. 
Face ~ Forehead 


Muzzle 
Upper Lip 


Lower. Lip 
Cheek 


‘Crest 


Upper mnm 
Cannon 
= =з NOULDER 2 
< 4 сөс 
Fetlock NE 


Foot -- 


Elbow 
Girth 


Belly 


Most of the points 
shown here apply ў 
to your dog or cat. a BEE Hock 


Straight Arrow suggests that Pastern 
you learn them as they will 
be useful throughout 


your life. 
Thick 
Broad Strong 
Croups Necks 


Broad Between 


Long 
Tails Quarters Ears and Eyes 


NOTICEABLE ( Thick 
CHARACTERISTICS Hair on 
OF INDIANS HORSES Fetlocks 
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OF MURDER. AND ROB. 
THE MIGHTY FIGURE OF 
STRAIGHT ARROW | 
TOOK. THE TRAIL~ 

= STRA! 


FELL — AND 
THE SHOCK 


SER $-F-R-A-I-G-H-T——A-R-R-0-W-—s- 


Z WHY, SAY! YUH LIKE ME! HOMER BURKE FOLLOWED THE 
WHY, SHUCKS — RECKON I GOLD STRIKES FROM BEAR 
CREEK TO ALDER GULCH, FROM 


BETTER ADOPT YUH, 
MEBBE YUH'LL HELENA TO VIRGINIA CIT. Y. AND 


WELL... WHAT DO YUH 
KNOW! A BEAR CUB! NO 
WONDER MOMMA BEAR 


WAS SO MAD! SHE BUSTER! 
FIGGERED I'D HURT HIM! BRING ME LUCK! I SURE WHERE HOMER BURKE WENT, 
M ا‎ 00 AIN'T HAD ANY BEFORE! ALSO WENT A GROWING BEAR... 


YUH AIN'T SUCH A MUCH AS 

A LUCKY PIECE; BUSTER! 
THREE YEARS I'VE HAD YUH 
NOW...AN' I AIN'T FOUND 
NARY A NUGGET OF GOLD 
YET! OTHER MEN GET RICH, 
1 JEST GET POORER! 


ONE AFTERNOON, IN THE LOS 


AS THE YEARS PASS, HOMER BURKE BECOMES 
METALES MINING REGION... 


MOROSE AND BITTER, SULLENLY ME STARES INTO 
HIS CAMPFIRES BROODING.. 


" OTHER MEN HAVE GOLD! 
PLENTY OF GOLD! I 


| COULD TAKE ІТ FROM 
` ‚ THEM! 


NICE WORK, BUSTER! YUH TOOK ROBBERY. AFTER ROBBERY OCCURS ALONG THE LONELY 
CARE OF THAT MINER JUST FINE. OUTPOSTS ABOVE LOS METALES. MINERS LOOK UPON 
NOW I'LL' GRAB. HIS GOLD BAGS ONE ANOTHER WITH SUSPICION. АМО THEN ONE САУ, 
WITHOUT STEPPIN' FROM THE CREEK... RIDING INTO TOWW...STEVE ADAMS AND PACKY/... 

lh 505 I WON'T LEAVE n FOOT- 
= PRINTS! GIVES ME THE YES, РАСКУ, ALMOST Ұ 
- CREEPS, STEVE... AS IF THEY WERE 
THE WAY THEM AFRAID... 
FELLERS LOOK ДЕ em - 


Gum $—F-R-Ac—-I-6-H-T———A-R-R-Q-W-—ÉsÁc 


ANOTHER KILLING! Y 
THE BEAR HAS / 
ROBBED AGAIN! 

TOOK A FORTUNE 

M. IN GOLD! 


HE'S RIGHT! HMMM... 
AEBBE I'D BETTER FIND 
SOMEBODY FOR THE BOYS 
TO LYNCH...AN' WHO'D BE 
BETTER THAN TWO STRANGERS 
LIKE THEM? 


ғ 


SAY, THAT'S RIGHT! DOGGONE! 
WE ALLUS SEE BEAR TRACKS 


““” m 
I HEAR ІТ, BUT 
I DON" 
BELIEVE IT! 
WHO EVER 
HEARD OFA 
BEAR STEALING 
GOLD? 


THAT NIGHT, AS STEVE AND 
PACKY EAT AT A CORNER 
RESTAURANT, LEAVING THEIR 
ROOM EMPTY... 


T'VE SALTED AWAY PLENTY OF 
THE GOLD I STOLE. RECKON I 
CAN SPARE SOME TO CONVINCE 
TH! OTHER MINERS THET THESE 
TWO ARE THE KILLERS! LET 

'EM HANG! THEN NO- 
BODY WILL EVER 

SUSPECT ME! 


IT'S A FACT, STRANGER! 
BEAR UP IN THE HILLS 
KILLS MINERS, THEN 
SWIPES THEIR’ 


Minutes LATER, AS STEVE AND PACKY STRUGGLE UP 


SOUNDS FUNNY 
TO ME! BEARS 
WOULD TAKE FOOD, 
M BUT MEVER GOLD! 


NOW I'M NOT ACCUSIN' THOSE 
GENTS, MIND. Г/М JEST SANIN' 
SOME OF THE BOYS OUGHT 
TO TAKE A LOOK AT THEIR 
BELONGIN'S! MEBBE THEY 
AINT THE KILLERS. 
THEN MEBBE 
THEY ARE! 


I ALWAYS 
THOUGHT IT 
WAS A 


'ROUND THE CAMPS OF THE 
BOYS THAT WAS ATTACKED. 
MEBBE THOSE TWO 
FELLERS FASTENED BEAR- 
PAWS ON THEE FEET! LET'S 
60! 


OUT OF A DEEP SLEEP... 


aum —$-T-R-A-/-G-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W-——X3*Á— 


AT THE LOCAL JAIL HOUSE... SOMEONE PLANTED GOLD ал. WE CAN PROVE 
OUST IN OUR ROOM, PACKY. Ж OUR INNOCENCE TO 
DOGGONE LUCKY FER YOU Es WE'RE BEING HELD FOR A JUDGE...BUT I'M 
HOMBRES THAT COOLER 2 MURDER AFRAID THE 
HEADS VOTED FER LEGAL s AND y JUMPIN' ғ E MINERS MAY 
METHODS. YUH'LL STAY IN ROBBERY! JEHOSEPHAT! ; “(ғұ CHANGE THEIR 
MINDS AND 
| DECIDE TO LYNCH 
US AFTER АШ! 
B -HANO МЕ, 
YOUR SHELL-BELT, 
РАСКУ! 


STAND BACK, PACKY/ І RE- 
MOVED THE GUNPOWDER FROM 
OUR BULLETS, TAMPED IT DOWN 
IN THAT TIN DRINKING CUP— 
TO MAKE A SMALL BOMB! 
WHEN THIS MATCH TOUCHES 
OFF THE STRING OF POWDER, 


j IT WILL 
Sy CACTUS, STEVE! V. i : EXPLODE! 
YUH'RE RIGHT! HERE / Т!) А Ағы ; 
THEY COME. NOW! 
WHAT'LL WE 007- 


QUICK, PACKY SSS 


edad =. : 


rg 


| 
| 


mium 
REI 


[FS 


cuu 


I A есет STANCE f 4f, 
| FROM THE BROKEN ( 2 
BOW. RANCH LIES. | rl 
SUNDOWN VALLEY А | £ 
|| ДОРЕ CAVE. АМО 
IN THE CAVE STANDS 
4 GREAT GOLDEN 
STALLION ... AND ON 
THE WALLS HANGS 
COMANCHE 
\\ GARE 7 


` 


OUT OF THE VAST VAULTED CAVE BURSTS THE 5 3 | STEVE ADAMS 15 A MARKED MAN 
GRIM FIGURE OF THE REDMAN! THE MIGHTY E \ IN THE MINING CAMPS! НЕ WOULD 
PALOMINO /6 EAGER TO RUN, AND THE 55 BE SHOT ON SIGHT. BUT STRAIGHT 
COMANCHE CHIEFTAIN GIVES HIM HIS HEAD— 7 ES ARROW MAY 


RUN THEN, FURY! 

WE HAVE WORK TO 

DO IN’ THE FAR SLOPES 
OF THE SIERRAS! 


MEANWHILE, FIGURING THAT HIS 
TRICK HAS TURNED SUSPICIONS 
FROM HIM, HOMER BURKE PLANS 
FOR ONE LAST COUP... 


[|^ THERE'S ONE MORE JOB FOR 
YUH, BUSTER. THREE HOMBRES LA 
UP IN THE, HOGBACKS HAVE STRUCK 
IT RICH. THEY'LL BE 
COMING INTO TOWN 

\ ANY DAY NOW... 


SO WE'LL РАУ 'EM A 
VISIT FIRST. THEN, WITH 
THEIR GOLD, AND WITH 
WHAT WE HAVE NOW, 
WEILL CLEAR OUT OF 
HERE AND MOSEY 
NORTH INTO OREGON... 


KEEN EVES FIXED ON THE 
FOREST TRAILS, STRAIGHT 
ARROW RIDES ON STEADILY... 


IT WILL NOT BE EASY, BIG 
HORSE. THERE AKE MANY 
GRIZZLIES IN THESE MOUN- 
TAINS! BUT I HAVE A PLAN! 


dins $-T-R-A-1-6-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W——á- 


UNAWARE THAT BLACK, BEADY 
EYES ARE FASTENED HUNGRILY 
UPON HIM, STRAIGHT ARROW 


DAY AFTER DAY, WITH THE | 


Г? " 
HONEY WILL BRING ANY BEAR! 
PATIENCE OF THE INDIAN, /% 


AGAIN FILLS THE POT W/TH 


BY SETTING HONEY POTS HERE 
ANO THERE — SOONER OR LATER STRAIGHT ARROW MAKES JA, 


THE GRIZZLY KILLER WILL 
COME TO INVESTIGATE 
THEM... 


HIS ROUNDS... . 2а 


^ HA! WE HAVE A NIBBLE, 
FURY! WE SHALL RE-SET 
THIS TRAP AND WAIT! 


WiTH д ROAR THAT SHAKES THE VERY EASY, BIG 
= GROUND, THE KILLER BEAR MORSE / 
HURTLES FORWARD! 


WE MEET BEAR- 
THAT-KILLS - LIKE- 
MAN! 


CAUGHT! 


4 
AA 


НІМ ONCE — 
NOW I'LL GO 
UNDER НІМ! 


THE KEEN, HUNTING KNIFE OF EU с STEADY, BIG HORSE! НЕ 15 
THE MIGHTY REDMAN SINKS IN с жне” 1 GOING! AND THAT ISA < 
THE SHAGGY HIDE OF THE NM ye STRANGE THING! A WILD 
MIGHTY GRIZZLY! A ROAR OF BEAR WOULD FIGHT TO 
MADNESS BURSTS FROM THE 
GREAT THROAT — f 

i 


YN 


LI 


NOT 700:ҒА5Т, FURY! ТЕН ЕС eee MINUTES LATER, BUSTER! YUH BEEN 
WE FOLLOW THE BEAR = weer ВУ HOMER BURKE'S WOUNDED! STABBED! 
BUT AT A DISTANCE! ; es ` f [CAMPFE/RE... ++, WHAT HAPPENED? 

IF HE I5 A TAME 
BEAR, HE HAS Y 
\ A MASTER! № 


таит —$-T-R-A-[-6-H-T —A-R-R-Q-W-——X*Áárz- 


Р со! THE BEAR DOES YOU MUST ALSO Y NJUNI 
HAVE A MASTER! š 
AND BESIDE PLANTED THE 
THE MASTER Ў GOLD IN THE 
— SACKS OF ROOM: OF THOSE 
STOLEN GOLD! | TWO STRANGERS! 


STRAIGHT ARROW WHIRLS 
TO MEET THE FURRY 
TON OF DESTRUCTION 
THAT /5 THE 

WOUNDED 

GRIZZLY! 


AND NOW 
FOR YOU! 


Wi 


A HAND LIFTS AND FLASHES! A BARE KNIFE | '| SOME HOURS LATER IN THE LOS METALES 
HURTLES IN THE SUNLIGHT! ` — M mer MINING TOWN... = 
ise . - Е JUSTICE HAS BEEN DONE! 


V FLY TRUE, N -o / BURKE WILL HANG FOR HIS 2 
m e i 2 CRIMES. OUR CAN, IS DONE. 
5 ; ME UB ERY! KANEEE- 
JL = | : WAHA AHHH! oe 


dun—$-T-R-A-I-G-H-T-—A-R-R-Q-W-——Ész- 


CVV V VS 


š Savons HEAD AND. SHOULDERS OVER THE RANCHER. AND J THE MINER 


E BARKEEP AND THE STAGECOACH DRIVER OF THE OLD WEST, nas 
š E DOCTOR. HE WALKED WITH ALL, BUT HE STOOD APART. HE BROUGHT. 


YOUNG DOCTOR SULLIVAN RIDES 


(OMEWARO FROM A MERCY MISSION, A ` 


| SIXGUN. FLAMES! STARTLED THE DOCTOR 
PUSHES HIS HORSE INTO A FAST — 


Z“ WHAT...? NOBODY WOULD 
BE SHOOTING AT MEI... 
STILL.— I'M NOT GOING TO 


DON'T SHOOT NO 
MORE! WE MIGHT 


HIT HIM! .. 
О 


-GIDDAF; 


au—$-T-R-A-I-G-H-T—A-R-R-0-W——Éá- 


СУУРА YOUNG DOCTORS DO 
NOT OWN FAST HORSES.,, SWIFTLY 
THE GUN SLICKS OVERTAKE THE 
STARTLED MEDICINE MAN... 


Ат THAT MOMENT, ATTRACTED BY 


/ HIS BRONC STEPPED 


IN А GOPHER HOLE! 
WE GOT HIM, MEN! 


HIS SIDEKICK, PACK Y, THUNDER 
DOWN. FROM THE UPPER SLOPES 
OF THE SAW TOOTH MOUNTAINS... 


GUNSHOTS, PACKY! 
HIGHTAIL IT! SOME- 
BODY MIGHT BE IN 


I CAN 
PISTOL -WHIP 
YUH ЈЕ YUH 

DON'T ! 


GIVE UP, DOC! 
WE WANT 
TO PALAVER) 


SUDDENLY A LARIAT 
LOOP SWIRLS OUT 
OF THE AIR... 
TO! HE JUST 
MURDERED А 


M 
NOW'S MY CHANCE 
TO SALIVATE HIM 


THERE'LL BE NO LYNCHING, BOYS! 
ILL TAKE THE DOCTOR TO TOWN! 
IF HE'S GUILTY IN A LAW COURT, — WHILE HE'S 
HE'LL PAY FOR COILIN' THET 
HIS CRIME! ROPE! 


WE DROPPED IN ON OLD JIM 
PHELPS AT HIS LOST NUGGETS 


TOLD US 'FORE HE PASSED 
ON — THE DOC HERE 
SHOT HIM! 


A—S-T-R-A-I-G-H-T—A-R-R-0-W-——Às- 


‘THOUGH uie HANDS ARE BUSY, STEVE ADAMS! 
EYES ARE ALERT. HIS GUNHAND DROPS AND 


LIFTS. 
I TOLD YOU ONCE — I'M 
TAKING HIM TO TOWN ! 


HE SURE SPOOKED WE AIN'T THROUGH N| 
US, ALL RIGHT. WHAT VET. IF HE'S RIDIN’ TO 
WE DO NOW г TOWN — S0 ARE WE/ 
... LETS GO! 


AFTER AN HOUR'S RIDE, STEVE I SEE THEM, 
REINS IN BEFORE A LONELY 4 PACKY. AND 


CABIN. 
THOSE HOMBRES IN THE DOC'S 

WERE MUCH TOO ANXIOUS TO POCKET Р 

SETTLE THIS THEIR OWN WAY! THE DOC DID 
IF THEY'D HONESTLY ILL PHELPS... 
BEEN INTERESTED I'M i= THEN ROBBED HIM! 
IN: THE LAW, THEY'D / INNOCENT, ^ 

HAVE BEEN GLAD STEVE. WHEN |} 

‘TO SEE THE DOC I LEFT 

TAKEN. TO TOWN. PHELPS HE 

WAS 


ALIVE! 


HEY, STEVE, I KNOW. YOU 
THIS AIN'T DON'T THINK I 
THE TRAIL SWALLOWED 
TO TOWN! THAT STORY 
THEY TOLD, 
DO уди? 


As ONE MAN, THE THREE GÜN-SLICKS 
HURTLE FROM THE SALOON PORCH -— 


AND HIT STEVE (№ A BACK- BREAKIN 
TACKLE ! 

Дм HOUR LATER, STEVE ADAMS AND 
PACKY CANTER INTO THE LITTLE WE'LL TEACH 


YUH TUH MIND 
YER OWN 
BUSINESS! 


TOWN OF WILLOW BEND... 


LET'S HIT 
HERE HE HIM HARD! 
COMES NOW= MAYBE WE 
WITHOUT CAN MAKE 
THE DOC/ НІМ TELL 

WHAT HE DID 


STEVE MOVES AIS POWERFUL 


FREE OF THE HANDS 
THAT MOLD AIM 


/ 

THAT WAS JUST A SAMPLE, 
HOMBRES! THE NEXT TIME 
T'LL GO FOR MY 

GUN—OW SIGHT! 


[ KANEEWA 2 
FU. N 


AMOUNT! Т 
NEVER DID 


SEE ANYTHING 


LIKE ТНЕТ! 


PACKY, BUT THOSE 
HOMBRES COULD 
GUN ME DOWN 
FROM AMBUSH 
—ANO* THEY 
WILL. I'M RIDING: 
TO SUNDOWN 
VALLEY! STEVE 
ADAMS' HANDS ARE 
TIED- BUT STRAIGHT. 
ARROW'S AREN'T! 


S-T-R-A-/-G-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W-——se— 


Салих, HE LANDS ON BOTH FEET, 
HIS RIGHT HAND CLEARING 
LEATHER WITH A/S COL 
PEACEMAKER... 4 


i 
a 


BBF aS f 


ÍN SUNDOWN VALLEY /S A SECRET 
AVERN, [TS WALLS GLITTERING 
WITH GOLDEN CRYSTALS! STAND- 

NG N THE GOLDEN, LIGHT IG A 


26 RIDES STRAIGHT ARROW, 
AR А SMALL PLACER MINE 
? bon ALERT EYES 


AS I THOUGHT! 
7 SOMETHING. THAT. š 
SHOULD BE HERE 
P IF THE DOCTOR WERE 
GUILTY — IS MISSING 
НЕ IS INNOCENT! 3 


35m—$-T-R--/-6-H-T—A-R-R-Q-W—À]Àu 


THOSE MEN SAID THE DOCTOR'S BULLET 
ү WENT.CLEAN THROUGH PHELPS. IF THAT 


WERE TRUE —THE BULLET, OR THE MARK 
¢ WHERE ІТ LANDED- WOULD BE IN 
THE CABIN. 


MEANWHILE, IN. THE LITTLE BROKEN 
BOW L/NE CABIN, YOUNG DOCTOR 
SULLIVAN FRETS AND FUMES... 


IT WAS NOT. 
PERHAPS, IF I 
BACKTRACK 
THOSE MEN, I 
WILL. LEARN 
THE TRUTH! 
ANOTHER THING 
—WHERE 15 
PHELP'S BODY? 


I WON'T WAIT! 
I'LL RIDE MY ROUNDS. 
IF THOSE MEN FIND 

ME — WELL, I'M 

INNOCENT ! 


T CAN'T HIDE HERE FOREVER! 


I QUGHT TO BE OUT AND 
ABOUT MY BUSINESS. I 


HAVE SICK PATIENTS TO 
VISIT, TO CARE FOR! 


MEANWHILE MOVING 
DOWN FROM. THE 
TMBERED. HILLS 
INTO THE VALLEY 
LANDS, STRAIGHT. 
ARROW PUSHES 


OF DOCTOR SULL- 
IVAN'S INNOCENCE, 
PERHAPS ILL 

BE ABLE TO 
—2А GRL= 
AURT OR 

S/CK1... 


AH! HERE THREE MEN MET 
ANOTHER. THERE WAS A SHOOTING— 
THERE 15 BLOOD! AND YET- THERE 

IS NO SIGN OF A STRUGGLE! 

NO MARK THAT SHOWS WHERE 

THE BODY FELL. AND THAT 15 

STRANGE ! 


PATROLLING THE HILLS IN THEIR 
SEARCH FOR THE YOUNG DOCTOR, 
THE THREE HARDCASES REIN IN 
ABRUPTLY... 

IT'S THE DOC, 
ALL RIGHT! LET'S 
RIDE! MAYBE WELL 
LEARN NOW WHAT. 
WE WANT FROM, 


HOLD UP, 


Z /ғ 
/ 7 2 


ІТ IS MARY HASKELL, THE 
DAUGHTBR OF THAT SMALL 
RANCHER DOWN BY THE 
BREAKS. SHE |5 FEVERISH! 
... HER HOME 15: NOT FAR 
AWAY. ILL TAKE HER THERE, 
THEN RIDE FOR DOCTOR 
SULLIVAN. FORTUNATELY, 
HE'S STILL IN THE LINE 


I CANT THANK YUH 

ENOUGH, REDSKIN ! MARY'S 

BEEN PLUMB SICK ge, 
LATELY! & — Sos 


“л 


р š T 


COME, FURY! HE 
HAS GONE! WE 
MUST TRAIL HIM — 
SWIFTLY! WE 
ARE MAKING A 
RACE AGAINST 
DEATH! 


FLY TRUE, 
SEI-SEI-GA! 


% 


LiKE А THUNDERBOLT, THE MIGHTY 
GOLDEN STALLION FLASHES DOWN 
THE ROLLING RIDGES, FAST A FLOWING 
CREEK, ALONG A FLAT STRETCH OF 
SAGELAND. AND ALWAYS THE KEEN 
EYES OF STRAIGHT ARROW STUDY 
THE FAINT TRAIL OF HOOFPRINTS.,.. 


HE CANNOT BE FAR 
AHEAD. HIS TRAIL 
|В VERY FRESH! 


гом ARRIVING AT THE LITTLE LINE CABIN, THE 

COMANCHE CHIEFTAIN FINDS IT. EMPTY... THE 

I'LL BRING THE DOCTOR, GONE. 
DOCTOR AT ONCE! 


DOCTOR! DOCTOR! 
WHERE ARE YOU? 


DEPENDS ON... 


OH-OH— THOSE THREE 
AGAIN! Г/М TOO FAR TO STOP 
THE DOCTOR FROM BEING HIT- j 


UNLESS ~~ 


aum —$-TL-R-A-[I-G-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W-— 3s 


THE PEOPLE OF THIS VALLEY 
OUGHT TO MAKE AN EXAMPLE 
OF YOU THREE MEN! MARY 
HASKELL 16 DYING— AND 
YOU ARE DOING YOUR 
VERY BEST TO HARM 
THE ONE MAN WHO 
MIGHT SAVE HER 
LIFE! 


W” Ас THE COMANCHE CHIEFTAIN HURTLES INTO у š SHE HAS PNEUMONIA, | IM ED HASKELL, MARY'S 
| , 
\ 


THE TWO GUN-SLICKS, THE THIRD MAN CALLS I BELIEVE. THAT'S BROTHER! RECKON I'VE 


OUT BROKENLY, INA \ WHY JHE DOCTOR 'Wí/ ALWAYS BEEN KIND OF 
SHOCKED HERE IS NEEDED! M WILD. I THREW IN WITH 
VOICE... - THESE HOMBRES FROM 

REDMAN —!S THAT б THE TETON COUNTRY 
THE TRUTH ? IS MARY HASKELL WITH AN IDEA TO GET 

DYING? WHAT A FOOL I'VE BEEN ! I RICH QUICK: TAKE 

YOU HOMBRES —LAY OFF TE Ее THE DOC TO HER, 

THE REDMAN! Б REDMAN, I'M ON 

YOUR SIDE NOW! 


HE SAW THE DOC WITH д 
GOLD NUGGETS. THE DOC PAY FOR WHAT Д PERHAPS NOW, 
GOT THEM FROM SOME I'VE DONE. I'VE WITH THAT 

- | FRIENDLY INDIANS BACK IN LEARNED KNOWLEDGE 


RANCH, AFTER YOUNG DOCTOR 
SULLIVAN HAS PRESCRIBED FOR 
MARY HASKELL... 


" ~N THE HILLS. WE WANTED TO THERE'S NO YOU WILL 
MARY. WILL LIVE — THANKS TO KNOW WHERE THE INDIANS Д EASY WAY TO DEVELOP 
YOU, STRAIGHT ARROW AND DOC J GOT THE NUGGETS. WE GET RICH... 
SULLIVAN! RECKON I'M Ç 


AN HOUR LATER AT THE HASKELL £ 


INTO А 5000,4 
AIMED ТО FRAME THE DOC WITHOUT HURTING DECENT 
INTO TELLIN! US, BY HAVIN’ THOSE YOU LOVE! MAN! 


FINISHED AS A BAD MAN. \ 

OLD PHELPS AIN'T DEAD! | PHELPS HIDE OUT AND 
HE'S HIDIN' OUT IN THE PRETEND TO BE DEAD! 
HILLS, JUST PRETENDIN’! Д ha — A 


dun—3$-T-R-A-I-6-H-T —A-R-R-0-W—sz- 


THE THUNDER OF HOOFS IN: THE 
EARLY DAWN! THE SHRILL WAR- 
CRIES OF RAIDING SIOUX RENEGADES/ 
AND YOUNG RED HAWK /S CARRIED 


ALONG BY THE FRENZIED PONIES 
—EVERY STEP OF HS OWN 


PONY THREATENING TO CATAPULT 
HIM BENEATH SHARP CUTTING 
HOOFS ! 


As ATHE: SIOUX WARWHOOP RINGS IN HIS EARS YOUNG 
pe. ‘HAWK GRABS FOR HIS POWERFUL ASH "BOW... 


= MUST WARN THE CAMP) THEY 
M ARE RENEGADES — I RECOGNIZE 


z CATCH FIRE! ZEI-BA Tu 
BLACKFACE HIMSELF... THEY 
IGNORE OUR PEACE TREATY! 3 T 


FLAME QUICKLY! AHHH... 


Au—$-T-R-4-1-G-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W——]À3áz— 


FLY HIGH! FLARE IN THE Ci ENE VILLAGE, догме. GUARDS COME WIDE 
BRIGHTLY! WARN MY 
PEOPLE, THE CHEYENNES! 


THE PONY HERD es BEEN 
ATTACKED! AWAKE! AWAKE! 


AC DeC UO JE 


RAGING WITH FURY THE SIOUX WARRIORS STRIVE TO GAGA - NO, NO/ 
REACH THE FLEEING RED HAWK... DON'T FALLI 


› HIS BOW SENT 
SCALP THE WARNING TO THE VILLAGE 
YOUNG ONE! " = OF WHITE BULL! 


Wi MBAR, YOUNG RED HAWK TWISTS WILDLY! HS ARROWS! THEY'VE SEEN МЕЈ 
RIGHT HAND. STABS DESPERATELY CLOSES DOWN | AND THEY'RE RIGHT ON TOP OF 
WITH. STEEL FINGERS ON THE LASHING MANE OF A ME! 
PASSING PONY?! Ў 
GOT T0- CATCH 
HIS MANE! ONLY WAY 
TO STOP MY FALL! 


333—$-T-R-A-/-G-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W-—ü 


WiTH GUTTURAL CRIES OF FURY, THE SIOUX RENE- 
ES CLOSE IN. BLACKFACEJHIMSELF LIFTS A 
CLUB — ` c 3 


NOW" YOU DIE, 
YOUNG ONE! * 


MENS QN 

gx 

THEY'LL GET ME FOR SURE RED HAWK HITS THE GROUND AT Lf GUIDE MY FALL, SPIRITS 
NOW! 1 DON'T HAVE THE THE RUN. AS THE SIOUX TURN THEIR OF THE RUNNING 
CHANCE OF A RABBIT IN THE je PONIES, HE /6 ALREADY BOUNDING тү WATERS! 


JAWS OF A HUNGRY WOLF: , TOWARD THE RIMROCK OF A RIVER 


Ns 
GOT TO RISK WHATEVER 
IS BELOW! 


| НА! НЕ FELL ON THE COME -LET 
ROCKS BELOW! US RIDE! 


KYA-EE! 
KYA-EE! 


JUST LUCKY...TÜ MISS THOSE BOULDERS! Y 


FELL INTO A DEEP POOL... 
=z INSTEAD! 


PERHAPS I CAN MAKE 
AMENDS! I WILL TRAIL 
THE SIOUX ON FOOT. I 
WILL LEAVE BEHIND ME 
SIGNS FOR MY PEOPLE 
—LIKE THIS BROKEN 
ARROW SHAFT! 


LITTLE THINGS —A RAWHIDE THONG, A BEAD FROM 
А MOCCASIN, A STRAND OF HIS HAIR — THINGS 
THAT GAN TELL A STORY TO THE ONCOMING 
CHEYENNES — DROP FROM YOUNG RED HAWK'S WAND... 


MY PEOPLE WILL FIND 

THESE. OUR HUNTERS 

AND WARRIORS HAVE 
SHARF EYES! 


p 
THE PONY HERD-GONE! ALL THE WEALTH OF MY W 
PEOPLE —L0ST! HOW CAN OUR WARRIORS RIDE 
TO HUNT OR FIGHT—WITHOUT PONIES? AND IT 
WAS MY FAULT! HAD I BEEN MORE ALERT... 
IT WOULD NOT HAVE HAPPENED ! 


И 
Ж! ru | 


Ам INDIAN ON FOOT CAN GO WHERE AN INDIAN. ON 
HORSEBACK CANNOT. SOMEWHAT LATER, RED HAWK 
STARES FROM A HEIGHT OF ROCK ACROSS THE 
FLAT PRAIRIE. FAR IN THE DISTANCE HE SEES 
THE DUST CLOUDS OF THE STOLEN POMES.. 


TA-G/A! GOOD! NOW I 
HAVE CAUGHT SIGHT OF 
— к=» THEM! 


X—$-F-R-A-/-G-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W-—ÀX3se- 


А5 RED HAWK CREEPS CLOSER AND “STONE. ONY SA SUDDEN- 2 50! THE STONE LEDGE IS 50 PERFECTLY 
CLOSER TO THE VERY RIM OF THE 5 2 BALANCED THAT EVEN MY WEIGHT AL- 
STONE LEDGE THE ROOTS OF TWO MOST CAUSED IT TO FALL! HA! IF 
TREES STRAIN AND CRACK UNDER THE SPIRITS OF THE WILDS ARE WITH 
HIS WEIGHT... ME—PERHAPS THE SIOUX WILL RUE 
THE DAY THEY STOLE OUR PONIES! 


(HAGA жама! THAT WAS 
A CLOSE CALL! 


THAT NIGHT, LIKE A DARK SHADOW, THE YOUNG CHEYENNE. 


7A-G/A! THIS IS FRESH RAWHIDE — 
SLIPS NTO THE VILLAGE OF THE RENEGADE SIOUX... 


ONLY CUT RECENTLY! NOT YET TANNED 
OR CLEANED! GOOD! 


THEY WILL EAT SOON: 
THERE WILL BE MUCH 


[THE SIOUX! A HUNTING W TAKE HIM 
PARTY — RETURNING FROM FOR THE 
AN ALL-NIGHT HUNT! I FIRE! TAK 


ALL NIGHT, RED HAWK WORKS ON THE GREEN RAWHIDE. 
TOWARD DAWN, HE MOVES GHOSTLIKE TOWARD THE 
BROWSING PONY HERDS OF THE БОХ 


AIEEEEE! V^ | 


AYAKAAAA! 


um $-T-R-A-I-6-H-T—— A-R-R-Q-W-——3sáz 
P 
0005 OF RENEGADE ‘SIOUX! ! 7 HAD My PEOPLE FOLLOWED СЛ уои WILL 2—4 
TRAITORS TO YOUR OWN MY TRAIL, YOU WOULD BE A NOT УЕГР.50 
RUNNING IN FEAR AND qi Y LOUDLY IN THE 
TREMBLING, DOGS! BUT THEY A. \ FIRE, CHEYENNE! 
HAVE ABANDONED ME! - Y / 


PEOPLE! ROBBERS! 


To A FIRE-~BLACKENED POLE IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 
VILLAGE, THE YOUNG CHEYENNE /5 MADE FAST— 


THE UNEQUAL STRUGGLE DOES NOT LAST LONG. A BLOW 


FROM А SPEAR-HAFT FELLS RED HAWK, AND HE 1S 
HOLD HIM TIGHTLY THAT 


DRAGGED TOWARD THE BUFFALO. HIDE TEPEES OF THE 
SIOUX... ee И ( TIE HIM WELL! 
BRING THE BRANCHES! TIE HIM TO À HE MAY MISS NOTHING OF THE FLAMES" 
THE г ж” FIERY BITE! А 


LIGHT THE FIRE, 
- FIRE -FOLE! 


FAINTLY, TO REO HAWKS EARS, THER: 
COMES А SOUND. THEN, FÜR THE EARTH 15 | GREAT 
AGAINST | MEDICINE! jd 


ALL Сау UNDER THE HOT SUN THAT 
FIRST TIME, HE OPENS HIS LIPS... 


BAKES HIM AS IT WOULD А LOAF OF 
CORN BREAD, RED HAWK SUFFERS THE 
TAUNTS AND. MISSILES OF THE ne 

i HEAR YE, PEOPLE OF THE SIOUX! 
LIFT UP YOUR EYES! SEE WHAT 
THE MEDICINE OF A CHEYENNE 
CAN DO! FLEE,PEOPLE OF THE 


SOON NOW THE FIRE WILL BE 
SIOUX! FLEE FOR YOUR LIVES;.! 


LIGHTED! SOON NOW WE WILL 
HEAR YOUR SCREAMS FOR 


ds—S-F-R-A-/-G-H-T—— ARE R= OY 


x 2 ROCK LEDGE OQVERLOCKING THE VILLAGE 
TION DOWNWARD...! 


AND EVER, ABOVE THE THUNDER’ OF RUIN THAT DE- 
SCENDS FROM THE SKY, THE TAUNTING, MOCKING VOICE 
OF RED HAWK 

/6 HEARD i RUN, COWARDLY SIOUX! RUN FOR YOUR 
v LIVES! FLEE DOGS! FLEE,COYOTES! 


L^ 
THEIR WEAPONS BURIED UNDER YOU LIVE, RED HAWK! мо MAGIC, CHIEF ү WHEN THE RAWHIDE SHRANK, IT 
TONS OF ROCK, THE SIOUX RENE- WHAT IS THIS TALE WHITE BULL! I WAS LIKE MANY MEN PULLING 
GADES CAN ONLY RUN! OF GREAT MEDICINE / STOLE GREEN 4 UP THE TREES! THE ROOTS 
OF WHICH THE RAWHIDE , KNOW- BROKE, ONE BY ONE! WITHOUT 
DOGS OF 5/ОШу! SIOUX DOGS ING THAT WHEN THE THE ROOTS, THE STONE LEDGE 
WHERE /5 RED WHISPER 2 HOT SUN HIT IT, IT HAD TO FALL—AND FALL 1T DID, 
r WOULD SHRINK. I RIGHT ON THE VILLAGE OF 
STRAPPED IT TO THE THE RENEGADE SIOUX ...! 
|M| TREE TRUNKS WHOSE 
ROOTS HELD UP THE 


hide tepee into the vanishing mists of 
the early morning. The bone breastplates on 
his chest jingled rhythmically as he stared 
at the rising sun. All around the young 
Cheyenne warrior, the camp was beginning 
to stir. Fires under copper kettles were 
poked into new life. Women hurried past 
with food. Deerhorn turned and sought out 


Red Kettle's tepee with his eyes. Red Kettle ' 


was his enemy: a dangerous enemy to have, 
Deerhorn knew, for Red Kettle was the 
medicine-man of the Cheyennes. Last night, 
at the feast, Red Kettle had told the camp 
that Deerhorn would be dead within the next 
two days! ° ; 

A bitter smile twisted the warrior's lips. 

He fears and hates me, he thought, because 
Iam rich and a good fighter. Red Kettle has 
a few ponies, but he never fights! Deerhorn 
knew that Red Kettle wanted his fleet apa- 
loosa pony, Flame; he knew too, that the 
medicine-man would go to any lengths to 
get him. Flame was the fastest horse in all 
the tribe. 
. Slowly, with easy grace, Deerhorn moved 
‚ between the lodges of his people, toward the 
white-and-black painted tepee of Dog Killer, 
his chief. 

"Through the morning mists he came to 
Dog Killer's lodge. The chief turned at his 
approach. He was a tall man, lean and hard. 
Deerhorn had ridden at his shoulder many 
times in the attacks on the Crows and the 
Arapahoes. Now, however, there was no de- 
light in Dog Killer's black eyes. He merely 
grunted at Deerhorn's approach, and turned 
back to watch the woman pounding corn in 
the big wooden mortar. 

Deerhorn swallowed his pride; said slowly, 
"I have come about the Crow thieves. For 
two moons now, they have raided our horse 
herds. Only two nights ago, they ran off 
with ten of our fleetest ponies." € 

Dog Killer shrugged. “You listened to Red 
Kettle's words last night. No one is to leave 
the village, until he makes more medicine." 

Deerhorn gestured impatiently, growling. 
“Red Kettle! What knows he of war-parties? 


; His face has’ never been blackened by war 


paint! His hands know nothing of the grip 
of a twanging bow, ог, the feel of a warclub 
“in his hand!” Š x š 

Dog Killer grunted. “Red Kettle says you 
will die in two days. Return to your tepee. 
Make your prayers to the spirits of the flow- 


|EERHORN came out of the buffalo 


> 


ing waters to grant you an easy journey into 


the never-never land." ` 
Deerhorn's lips tightened as a slow, flood- 


ing fury shook his big frame visibly. “Red 


Kettle is a fool!" he shouted. , 

A voice, almost at his elbow, spoke harshly. 
“Who is this that speaks such words of Red 
Kettle, the medicine-man? Ohhh! It is Deer- 
horn. I will pay your words no attention. You 
are almost a dead таап... and, too, you have 
lost your sacred medicine-bag! Lost the 
power that the bag gave you. You die, as I 
have said!" ; E 

Deerhorn started. How did Red Kettle 

know of his lost warbag, in which he kept 
the living fire? For it was lost. He had lost 
it at Pawnee Fork, where with three of his | 
fellow Cheyennes, he had stood off an attack 
by twelve Crow horse thieves. They had 
driven off the thieves, but somewhere along 
the Pawnee Fork river, his deerskin medi- 
cine bag, ornamented with the white-and- 
purple porcupine quills, had been lost. 
. He had received the medicine bag from 
a Nez Perce, whose life he had saved in the 
snow-filled ridges of the Bannack Mountains. 
The Nez Perce Indian who had given him ` 
the medicine-bag had whispered to him of its 
secret, with a little chuckle. Ever since, Deer- 
horn had let drop sly hints to Red Kettle 
about the strange medicine that his warbag 
contained. The beady black eyes of Red 
Kettle had always lighted greedily and en- 
viously when Deerhorn talked of that bag. 

Now Deerhorn had lost his medicine bag. 
With its loss went his good fortune, both 
in war and in the chase. т 
. Red Kettle sneered, "When you lost the 
elkskin bag, you.lost your life!" х 


All that day, Deerhorn brooded angrily. 
Restlessly, he stalked the camp. Always his 
bright, dark eyes started out over the vast 
dun prairies. Inside him, his spirit hungered 
for the cool breezes on his bronzed cheeks, 
for the feel of a running horse under him, 
for the sound of a buffalo-hide war-shield 
banging against his back. And all these 
things. had been forbidden him by Red 
Kettle. Idly, he wondered in what form death 
would come. For he knew, deep down within 
him, that Red Kettle would find some way 
to kill him. is 

For Red Kettle hungered after things, too. 
But not for the medicine-man was the flash 
of the warclub in the air. Not for him were 
the pounding hoofs of a painted and feather- 
hung war pony: Instead, he wanted money— 
the money that many ponies in his personal 


` herd meant. Deerhorn had many buffalo-hide. 


shields, many war arrows. He owned a bow 
of horn. When he rode, his feathered coup- 


' stick made a flash of white-and-scarlet in the 


sunlight. And of all the Cheyenne herds that 


, 


grazed on the rich grass of the river bottom, 
no man, excepting only Dog Killer himself, 
owned so many fleet ponies as Deerhorn. 
When Deerhorn died, Red Kettle would find 
a way to make all these things—his own. 

Night settled down on the Cheyenne camp. 
` The moon rose high above the tepee lodge- 
poles, and still Deerhorn walked, restlessly, 
hungrily, with legs slightly bent, after the 
manner of the hunting panther. 

It was at the fourth hour after moonrise 
that he saw the blanketed form of an Indian 
near the thunderbird-decorated tepee of Red 
Kettle. Glear in the moonlight, for an instant, 
Deerhorn saw the stiffly erect forelock on 
his head. Only a Crow wore his hair like 
that! 

With a soft cry on his lips, Deerhorn 
leaped. His hand came down on the other's 
shoulder, swung the Crow around. His right 
hand dropped to his belt, closed on the elk- 
horn handle of his hunting knife. With a 
flash of steel, the knife jumped clear of its 
sheath. 

The Crow grunted as he felt the sharp tip 
of the knife on his throat. 

“Crow thief!” whispered Deerhorn. “What 
want you in the camp of the Cheyennes? We 
keep no ponies in our lodges!” 

The Crow shrugged and was silent. Witha 
growl, Deerhorn whirled him around and 
shoved him in the direction of Dog Killer's 
tepee. As the Crow walked, some ornament 
he carried made a clinking noise. Deerhorn 
frowned, puzzled. 

Dog Killer stepped from his tepee into 
the moonlight, eyes wide at sight of tlie 
blanket-swathed Crow. He sent a swift run- 
ner to the tepee of Red Kettle, who came 
hurrying at this urgent call, wrapped in his 
blanket. 

When Red Kettle was with them, Deer- 


‘horn reached out and pulled the blanket from 


the Crow. As the blanket fell, Deerhorn 
reached for the small bag hanging at the 
Crow's hip. It jingled faintly, and Deerhorn 
laughed. 

"Since when does a Crow come stealing 
with a bag of coins at his side? You did not 
come to steal! You were not entering Red 


Kettle’s lodge when I saw you. You were 


leaving!" 
Dog Killer looked interested. He growled, 
"Speak the truth, Crow. If you do, morning 
may see you in the village of yout own peo- 
ple.” 


The Crow looked once at Red Kettle, and ` 


shrugged. “Your medicine-man wanted the 
medicine-bag of Deerhorn which I found on 
the battlefield at Pawnee Fork, where Deer- 
horn and two Cheyennes fought off twelve 
of my people.” 

Red Kettle thrust himself forward. He 
shouted, "You lie in your teeth, dog of a 


But now Dog Killer stepped forward. His 
eyes—that had always looked upon the medi- 
cine-man with fear and awe—now blazed 
with anger. He said, "I asked for truth, Red 
Kettle!" 

The Crow grinned mirthlessly. “Red Ket- 
tle hates Deerhorn. Deerhorn is a brave 
wárrior, but he is rich. Red Kettle would be 
rich, too. He was going to plant Deerhorn's 
medicine bag—under your dead body, chief 
of the Cheyenne!" 4 

There was a dull silence. Deerhorn laughed 
harshly. “Then I would be found guilty of 
the murder of my chief by Red Kettle. He 
would order mie to Ше... and so > make his 
own prophecy come true!" 

Red Kettle was livid with rage and fear. 
He shouted, "Lies! All lies! There is no 
truth 

"There is a way to test the truth," said 

Deerhorn Slowly. “If my lost medicine-bag 
is brought to me, I will show you what I 
keep within it. I keep fire—living fire! If 
the gods have not deserted me, the fire is 
still inside my medicine-bag !" 
* The chief cried. out in amazement. The 
Crow opened his eyes wide, then smiled. 
"There is no fire, Deerhorn. I looked in 
your bag." 

“As I did, myself,” volunteered Red Kettle, 
‘smugly. "I told you, I spoke truth, and the 
Crow dog lies!" 

"Bring the medicine bag," ordered Dog 
Killer softly. “Let Deerhorn open his own 
bag. None, but he can work his own medi- 
cine!" ; 
^A warrior brought the bag. j 
caught the drawstrings in his fingers. Held 
them steadily a moment—then yanked them 
apart. The bag flew open. A column of living 
fire leaped upward more than a foot! 

Red Kettle gasped. The Crow cried out 
hoarsely and covered his face with a corner 
of his blanket. Dog Killer looked long and 
steadily at Red Kettle. He said, at last, “Make 
your prayers to your gods, medicine-man. 
At dawn a warrior with a club will visit you." 

And Deerhorn sighed in relief, and thought 
of the war party he would organize to ride 
after the Crow horse thieves, and was glad. 
He was grateful to the Nez Perce, who had 
shown him the trick of yellow sulphur that 
the white men used to coat their matches— 
which would leap into flame at the slightest 
spark. Attached to the drawstrings was a bit 
of steel and flint. When the drawstrings 


. were opened in the right way, they struck 


a spark—and the yellow sulphur flamed! 

Deerhorn folded his medicine bag loving- 
ly. On his hunt after the Crows, he would 
have to mine for more yellow sulphur. It 
was a wonderful thing to have і in one’s medi- 
cine bag! і А 
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22S5T-RA1-GHT-ARROW:= BOW -TIPS"! 


' TARGET DISTANCE: 
"BOW TIPS" FROM STRAIGHT ARROW, ISSUENO. IN, tone | SKILL IS NOT GAINED 


Forearm. / ` positions | BY STANDING TOO FAR 


im win | as shown. | FROM THE TARGET. 
THE ODD ғ”, Right hand 


olong side. STAND SO THAT 
pt harsh a n of cheek | EVEN A FAULTY 
SS Left arm | SHOT WILL HIT 
eS is fully THE OUTER 
extended: .| EDGES OF 
The bow is | THE TARGET. 


1 
di 
"he chest | ALWAYS SHOOT FOR i 


THE BULUS-EYE... 


FIRST 3 FINGERS ide тн ке) NOT FOR THE OUT- ^ 


HOLD STRING LINE OF THE TARGET. 


l. 


s 


GREATER ACCURACY КМ | PLACE ARROW IN 
CAN BE OBTAINED BY a BOW. PULL ARROW 
“ PUSHING" THE ARROW. PART-WAY BACK. 
eS LOCK ARROW TO 

ASSUME A SPRINGING BOW, USING FORE- 
STANCE, AS SHOWN. š FINGER,LIKE THIS. 
WITH LEFT ARM PUSH ^ d 
BOW TO EXTENDED ! 
РОФІТІОМ АМО, АТ А WHILE HUNTING, AN "7 
THE SAME TIME, / ARCHER CARRIES A : 
THRUST BODY FOR- "COCKED BOW? THUS 

WARD. AIM DURING THE TWO ` HE |S READY FOR —= 

SECONDS REQUIRED FOR INSTANT ACTION IF 

THESE MOVEMENTS...AND ARCHER GAME IS FLUSHED 

RELEASE ARROW AT END OF NEEDS UNEXPECTEDLY. 

THRUST. NOTE THAT THE ONLY 2 PRACTICE MAKES 
9 STRING IS NOT PULLED BACK. SECONDS PERFECT. 


UT ARROW “PUSH-SHOT " ® Rh] Ze COCKED BOW 


Exciting STRAIGHT 


о Бойе 
Order from your favorite Q /NOVEL NOVELTIES. Inc. 
EACH GAME to -----> 200 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, М. Y. 
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Te DRUMMING HOOFS OF А LOCO-MADDENED MUSTANG THUNDER OVER 
| THE SAGE FLATS NORTH. ОҒ THE BROKEN BOW RANCH. FLANKING THE 
CRAZED STALLION, STEVE ADAMS AND PACKY REACH OUT POWERFUL 
HANDS TO BRING ITS WILD CAREER TO A HALT — TO SAVE THE LIFE OF 

A CHEYENNE WARRIOR WHO HAS BEEN CAUGHT AND NEARLY: K/LLED BY... 


“THE TRAPS OF TERROR!” 


PACKY, LOOK! 
NO BRIDLE OR 
REINS! 


Thrown OFF BALANCE BY THE MIGHTY s PACKY! CUT 
TACKLE AT FULL GALLOP, THE BRONC . THOSE 
ATAPULTS FORWARD, HEELS RAWHIDE 
ICKING HIGH г... S ROPES... 
PRONTO! 


G= $-T-R-A-/-6-H-T— A-R-R-Q-W-——7Ésá- 


I'M CUTTIN' "ЕМ! 
THUNDERATION! 

THET DOGGONE HOOF 

ALMOST TOOK My 
NOGGIN OFF! 


LEARN WHY PALOHAVO... 

NOW, PACKY. CHEYENNE... 

HE'S COMING THIS STONE... 
AROUND! A IMPORTANT.. 


` 
zu =u “(<= 
N 


د 


I KNOW WHERE 
THEIR VILLAGE 15! 
IF І LEAD YOU 80У5 
THERE — WILL YUH 
BACK MY PLAY? 


I'M HOLDING HIM 
DOWN. DRAG 
THE CHEYENNE 
LOOSE... 


РР А WONDER THAT BRONC DIDN'T 
GO OFF A CLIFF WITH THIS REDMAN, 
PACKY. ALMOST A MIRACLE. I RECKON 
WHOEVER PLANNED THIS, < 
FIGURED HE WOULD...! 


HE'S BADLY 


HURT. WE'LL 

HAVE TO GET 

HIM TO THE š š 
RANCH PRONTO ROBBIN! NZ DOGGONE 
GRAB HOLD =~ OUR FUR INJUNS 


LIFT HIM— 5 <> OUGHT 
THAT'S IT... А то ВЕ 


YUH BET WE WILL! THOSE 
EDSKINS HEV GOT TO 
LEARN TO STAY AWAY 
FROM OUR FUR TRAPS! 


FRIENDS, I KNOW THOSE INDIANS. THEY KNOW 
WHERE THE BEST PELTS ARE TO BE HAD! WHY 
SHOULD THEY STEAL? > 


KEEP THIS 15 OUR 
OUT OF QUARREL, 
THIS, AN’ WE'LL 
HOMBRE! HANDLE IT? 


Sear —S-I-R-A-[-6-H-T——A-R-R-Q-W-— "d 


THEY GALLOP STIRRUP Т. 
Some Mies QUT OF TOWN... THET CHEYENNE COME TO 2 ТАР E AREL 
ERE FER A SPELL, STEVE! LONG PALOHAYO WAS ON THE TRAP 
I DON'T LIKE THIS. IF THOSE ENOUGH TO LINES WHEN HE SAW A COUPLE 
TRAPPERS GO THROUGH: WITH TELL HIS GO ON, MAN OF WHITE MEN ROBBIN’ INTUN 
THEIR CRAZY PLAN, THEY'RE LIKELY STORY! = SPILL ) 


BEA TRAPS...!' 
TO START AN INDIAN WAR! IF < i т 
THEY'D MAKE A COMPLAINT TO 


THE SHERIFF --НИНІ HERE COMES 
PACKY, RIDING HARD! 
\ 


WHITE MEN STEAL 
CHEYENNE FOX FURS! 
А МЕ" 


sed 


"HE TRAILED “ЕМ DEEPER INTO THE TIMBER BELT. 

THEY WERE JIST GOIN! IN TO SOME HIDIN’ PLACE ILL BEAT HIS NO, YUH IDJUT! THET 

WHEN THEY SPOTTED H/M—" DOGGONE AIN'T THE WAY TO DO 

SKULL IN! IT WE GOT TO MAKE 
IT LOOK LIKE T4E 
INDIANS DID HIM * 
IN, БАУУУ? THET WAY, 
YUK АМ! ME ARE IN 

THE CLEAR! 


А SNEAK':' REDSKIN 
SPY, EH, HiG--POCKETS ? 


“PALOHAYO WAS HALF DEAD FROM THE BEATIN’ Pa 
AND FROM EXHAUSTION WHEN THEY STRAPPED JEST AS PALOHAYO WAS FIXIN') DIG DIRT FOR THE 
HIM ON THE BACK OF AN UNBROKE BRONC-— " TO TELL ME WHERE THEM HILLS, PACKY! TRAIL 


TRAPPERS' HIDEOUT: WAS, НЕ XY THOSE TRAPPERS! 
KEELED OVER. THE DOC SAYS ] MEANWHILE —Z'LL 
HE MAY BE IN A COMA FOR 

TWO, THREE DAYS! 


IT'S AN OLD INJUN TRICK, 
HIGH=POCKETS. WHEN THEY 
FIND НІМ — THEY'LL THINK 

THE REDSKINS DONE IT! 


VALLEYS 
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Iv А MOMENT, STEVE ADAMS, 
RANCHER, 15 GONE —REPLACED BY 
THE STALWART, BRONZE FORM OF. 
4 COMANCHE WARRIOR! AN 
INDIAN WAR WHOOP RINGS FROM 
THE GLITTERING ROCKS! OUT 
INTO THE OPEN GALLOPS THE 
PALOMINO! AND, RIDING HARD — 
STRAIGHT ARROW! 


АН, ANOTHER — 
ONE...FACKY 15 
TRAILING THOSE 
TRAPPERS! AS 


( PATH WITH 
THESE % 
GOLDEN 
ARROWS. 


Š И Y 
/ A'KOU, WHITE MEN! GREETING! Y: 5 TWO BAD HOMBRES! J] GO AHEAD! 
YOU GO INTO THE HILLS TO KILL THEN = GIVE STRAIGHT WE'LL GIVE 
THE CHEYENNES. BUT THE Z WHO ж ARROW TIME, YUH-TWENTy 


Ë — CHEYENNES HAVE DID, AND HE WILL FOUR HOURS! 
= ss NOT ROBBED YOUR INJUN2 š PROVE IT! 
Е 2 à FURS! : AN 


5505: 


BUT-AS STRAIGHT ARROW GALLOPS ОМ- THE 
TRAPPERS LAUGH TO THEMSELVES —AND KEEP 


MOVING 1 
w/ NO-—LET HIM GO. X 5 к == 
| HE'S GONE TO WARN HE'LL LEAD US 5 & 7 3 THOSE ARE WD/AN 
THE CHEYENNES! WE RIGHT. TO THEIR 2 = TRAPS, WHITE МЕМ! 
DUGHT TO HAVE 4 VILLAGE. WE'LL 2 YOU ROB THEM! 
SHOT HIM DOWN! N GET THEM ALL ( Š 2 


THIS WAY — S : 
BY SURPRISE! AI LS PES 27 д 


d $-F-R-A-/-G-H-T —A-R-R-Q-W-——dáz- 


FLIPPING HIMSELF IN MID-AIg, THE COMANCHE CHAMPION 
USES THE LEVERAGE OF HIS TWISTING BODY TO PILE- 


DRIVE THE TRAPPERS' HEADS DOWNWARO/ 


DON'T WORRY YOURSELVES, Bor AS STRAIGHT ARROW LUNGES 
TRAPPERS’ TURN EVIL ONES! F'LL HANDLE FORWARD, HIS FOOT SLIPS IN A PATCH 
THE SITUATION OF SNOW AND ICE. HE HURTLES 


TO BE 
TRAPPED! ) THIS, WAY | FORWARD. HIS HEAD STRIKES 


5 — ” 
NO,NO! THERE'S SOME- X WAL, WE CAUGHT HIM YUH BET! I RECOGNIZE MY 
BODY COMIN' — A LOT OF LOOTIN' THESE FUR TRAPS,|\ MARKIN'S ON SOME O! 
MEN! WE CAN'T RISK k BOYS! DOES HE HANG? 
BEIN' SEEN! WE GOT TO TR STRING HIM UP! 
LEG IT QUT OF HERE! 3 НЕ STOLE THESE 


| т сивнт TO] 
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Dazeoiy, STRAIGHT: ARROW SWIRLS UP 
FROM UNCONSCIOUSNESS. 


I 
APPEARANCES ARE 7 
AGAINST ME! YOU MEN 
WOULD NEVER BELIEVE 
"TT МЕ, SO— I 
WON'T WASTE 


RUN, FURY! RUN SWIFTLY, Wr. THE SWIFTNESS OF A AND THEN, ONWARD AND UP- 
MY. HOOVED BROTHER! COUGAR, AND: USING A TRAP- WARD INTO THE HIGH TIMBER 
STRAIGHT ARROW COMES! PER'S SHOULDER, STRAIGHT АТ A FURIOUS GALLOP UNTIL — 
ARROW VAULTS TO FURY'S 
BACKS THOSE TRAPPERS 


OUT FOR MURDER! 
iF I DON'T FIND 
THOSE TWO FUR 
ROBBERS SOON— 
FURY! P? HOLO 
UP! HOLD ОРІ 


A WATERFALL! OF COURSE! NOW j AND THEN —LIKE AN 
THAT INCREDIBLY SMOOTH STONE ^ ARROW FROM HIS 
PALOHAYO GAVE МЕ —А5 STEVE ADAMS— GOLDEN BOW-— STRAIGHT 
MAKES SENSE! HE PICKED IT UP FROM ` ARROW STREAKS I 
UNDER THE FALLS... WHERE THE FALLING FORWARD THROUGH 

1 WATER RUBBED IT j THE SHELTERING SCREEN 

— SMOOTH! 2 OF WATER — UNAWARE 
м xm THAT BEHIND THAT 1 
SHIMMERING VEIL TWO 
RIFLES ARE AIMED AT 
HIS BROAD CHEST. 


amm — $S-T-R-A-I-6-H-T— AR R= O =a 


I WAS RIGHT! THIS 
1S THE KOBBERS' 
HIDEOUT AND 
MIDING IN IT, THE 
OUTLAWS THEM- 
SELVES! 


I. DO NOT LIKE 
BEING USED AS A 
TARGET! 


Like AN ENRAGED 
PANTHER, THE 
COMANCHE WHIPS 
A FUR. ROBBER — — 
RIPPING THROUGH 

THE AIR — 


I HEAR THE TRAPPERS | 
APPROACHING! I WILL 


EX 


I HAVE FULFILLED МУ / WELL, DAGNAB ` | THERE GOES A GOOD Y KANEE-WAH, 


REAL THIEVES. BEYOND, AN! HIGH-POCKETS! 1 НОНЕ AND TO 
IN THE WATERFALL, YOU I NEVER DID LIKE 
E WILL FIND THEIR STOLEN MTHOSE JASPERS! 
ШІП FURS. SOME OF THOSE 
A FURS BELONG TO THE 
CHEYENNES ! 


PROMISE. HERE ARE THE MY HIDE! CLEM MAN~LUCKILY FER j туруш. KANEE- 


CHEYENNES 
DON'T SUFFER 
NO i 


BOYS AND GIRLS! 


WOULD YOU LIKE TO 
SEE ME IN THE COMIC 
STRIPS OF YOUR LOCAL 
NEWSPAPER? WOULD 
YOU LIKE TO FOLLOW 
MY ADVENTURES 
FROM DAY TO DAY? 
IF YOU WOULD, PLEASE 
FILL OUT AND MAIL 

2 THIS COUPON... 


MAGAZINE ENTERPRISES, INC. 


11 PARK PL., NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 


Е INTED Fi 
COM. ANCHES РА! NING ! 
MG DIRT, LIGHT 


ис 


Get bo ШЕ your favorite newsstand now! 


MAGAZINE ENTERPRISES, Inc. 


11 PARK PLACE © NEW YORK 7, М. Y. 


Dear Straight Arrow: 
І should like to follow your ad- 


ventures in comic strip form in my newspaper! 


NO SHOOTIN 
THERE'S А n GARREW/ 


Wow! GON Mo ems 


CONTAINS 
SHELL (INDIAN WAMPUM !)... 
GOLD-PLATED ARROWHEAD... 
STRAIGHT ARROW SECRET 
INSTRUCTIONS FOR USE! 


4 
А Top Cover of Kit, 
with molded Straight 
Arrow profile, comes 
off, reveals secret 
compartment for 
messages, valuables! Wear the Straight 


HURRY! HURRY! 


Xw . ONLY 20* 
tight! Symbolic AND A 


graved inside! NABISCO SHREDDED WHEAT 
Straight Arrow BOX TOP 


himself wears his! 


SEND IN COUPON NOW! LIMITED TIME ONLY! 


NABISCO SHREDDED WHEAT 
Dept. S, Box 200, New York 46, N. Y. 


The breakfast full 
of POWER from 


Please rush me my STRAIGHT ARROW MYSTIC 
Niagara Falls! 


WRIST KIT. I enclose 20¢ and a NABISCO SHREDDED 
WHEAT Box Top. (Please print) 


LISTEN TO 
Straight Arrow's adven- 
fures on his thrilling radio 
show. Look in your paper 
for time and station. 


NATIONAL 
BISCUIT COMPANY d 


